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where somebody had hit him. He ate as though he were
famished, and even the little girls did not dare to question him.
He asked his grandmother where his father was.

"He's got a touch of influenza . . . it's nothing, but we were
rather worried because of the state of his heart. Robinson says
that he mustn't be left alone. Your mother and I take turns at
sitting with him/*

Raymond said that to-night he would relieve them, and, when
Basque ventured to remark, "You'd much better go to bed: if
you could only see what you look like!. . ." he declared that he
wasn't the slightest bit tired, and that he had been sleeping very
well all the time he was away:

"There's no shortage of beds in Bordeaux."   ^

The tone in which he made the remark made Basque lower
his eyes. Later, when the doctor opened his, he saw Raymond
standing beside him. He made a sign for him to come closer,
and, when he did so, murmured: "You reek of cheap scent. . .
I don't need anything: go to bed." But towards midnight he
was roused by the sound of Raymond walking up and down.
The boy had opened the window and was leaning out into the
darkness. "It's stifling to-night," he grumbled. Some moths flew
in, Raymond took off his jacket, waistcoat and collar. Then he
sat down in an armchair. A few seconds later the doctor heard
his regular breathing. When day came, the sick man woke
before his watcher and gazed in amazement at the child sitting
there, his head drooping, seemingly without life, as though
sleep had killed him. The sleeve of his shirt was torn, and re-
vealed a muscular arm that was the colour of a cigar. It was
tattooed with the sort of obscene design favoured by sailors. The
congested patch beneath his eye had obviously been caused by
a fist. But there were other scars on his neck, on his shoulder and.
on his chest, scars that had the form of a human mouth.